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Author's Notes: 
| apologize if the annoyingly saccharine Jimbert made you sigh in exasperation. Reviews are welcome though. 


Haha enjoy! :D 


Jonesy walked through peaceful, tranquil fields, looking up at the beautiful blue sky in wonder. A muffled beat 
caught his ears, assuming it was Bonzo. The pounding gradually got louder, and he was certain it wasn't Bonzo. 
The beautiful scenery around him started fading away and the pounding didn't cease. He was descending into 
some kind of hole when he jolted upright on his bed, drenched in cold sweat. It was just a nightmare, but the 
pounding was real. The racket was now added with Robert's unmistakable moaning and his crying out of 


Jimmy's name. Now Jonesy understood what woke him up. 


"Fuck, they're at it again" He mumbled to himself, realizing the high possibility of spending a sleepless night. 
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With Jimmy giving a final thrust, both of them reached their climaxes together. Each lover howled the other's 


name to the heavens. They clung to one another, otherwise they'd be swept away in the rapturous storm. 
After coming down from the high, Jimmy pulled out, his body falling limp on Robert's. The room fell silent 
except for their heavy breathing, basking in the afterglow of their dual orgasm. 

Mustering as much energy as he could, Jimmy lifted his head from the crook of Robert's neck to look down at 
his lover. With eyes closed, mouth slightly agape, head tilted a little to the side, face glistening with sweat and 
hair fanned out on the pillow-Robert looked flawless. Jimmy took in all of the details in awe. 


"Robert?" Jimmy swallowed the lump in his throat. 


"Yeah?" Robert whispered, opening his eyes to look at the beauty above him. Jimmy grabbed the blonde's hand 


and pressed it to his heart, which was throbbing a million times per minute. He had to spit it out. 

"Will you marry me?" 

Robert felt his heart sink and his stomach flip over, every nerve bursting in euphoria, thousands of 
firecrackers cracking in his head, but he didn't utter a word. Jimmy's anticipation turned into concern by seeing 
Robert so still Suddenly, he noticed the blonde's eyes pool with tears and a small smile appearing on his lips. 


"Yes, baby. A million times yes." 


Jimmy squealed in glee, followed by a brief cuddling and kissing session. Robert abruptly pulled away with a 
different look in his eyes. 


"But we're already married, Jimmy. In so many ways." He frowned, "And we can't actually marry, legally." 
| know, but | really want to do something for us!" 

"Using black magic?" 

"No, no," Jimmy blushed, "I wouldn't do any of that to you." 

"Then how?" 


"Um, we can exchange rings in front of some witnesses, like the other guys, and one of them will tell us to say 


the ‘I do's and then we'll kiss. Just like most weddings. It doesn't have to be official." 
"Alright" Robert nodded. 
"So, when will we do it?" 


"Now!" Robert grinned in excitement. 


"Okay. But we'll need rings, right?" Jimmy asked worriedly. 

Robert pondered on the matter for a while before speaking, "I might have some brand new rings | haven't used 
yet. Let me see." He got off the bed and started rummaging his suitcase. He retrieved a jewellery box and 
opened the lid, bringing out a pair of gold rings, still shining bright. They were almost same except for the 
stones engraved on each of the rings. One had a blue rhinestone and the other had an emerald. 

‘Jimmy, c'merel!" 

Jimmy sat on the floor beside Robert, who showed him the rings. 

"Perfect!" Jimmy said. 

"IIl give you the emerald one. It reminds me the colour of your eyes." 

Jimmy gazed at Robert lovingly, before leaning closer to press a kiss to his temple. 

"You're a genius, Perce." He whispered. 

XE% 

"Jawnsayyyyy! Jawnsayyyyyy!" 

"Jones, open the door!" 

All hopes for a good night's sleep were lost. Jonesy had gone to sleep again after he guessed the inhabitants of 
the next room were too exhausted for an all-night marathon fucking session. Now it seemed they wanted to 
have a threesome with him, judging by how Robert prolonged his name and the constant banging on his door. 
Muttering curses under his breath, he stomped to the door before the other two could manage to break it. 
"Whatl? Its one in the morning!” His blood began to boil seeing the happy, grinning couple holding hands. He was 
surprised, but somewhat relieved to see them in their pyjamas. At least they had the decency to put 


something on. 


‘Marry us!" Jimmy and Robert said in unison. They started worrying when they received no answer from 


Jonesy, who only glared at them. 


"You want a threesome?" He spoke calmly after a while before showing his rarely-seen vexed side, "Get the 


fuck out!" He growled, proceeding to slam the door. 


"No, please listen," Robert pushed the door from his side along with Jimmy, "We don't want a threesome. That 
thing's only between us. We just want to tie the knot" 


"What the hell are you talking about?" Jonesy opened the door wide, a tired look in his eyes. "Are you guys 
high?" 


"No, we're completely sober." Jimmy asserted. 

Jonesy rolled his eyes in disbelief, "So what did you say again? You want to get married?" 

The other two nodded. 

"What's it got to do with me?" 

"You're the witness!" Jimmy exclaimed excitedly. 

‘Oh, God!" Jonesy covered his face with a palm, shaking his head, "Why me? Why do | always have to be the 
victim of your shenanigans?" He looked them in the eyes and said, "I hear you guys fucking the living daylights 
out of each other every other night, losing my sleep. Doesn't that make me a witness?" 


The couple exchanged looks before Robert negotiated. 


"Look, you don't have to do anything. Just sit and look at us exchange rings and kiss, a little bit like normal 
weddings." 


"Let me call Bonzo. He musn't miss this" Jimmy darted off to the end of the hallway. 


"Come in" Jonesy reluctantly let Robert in, shutting the door behind him. After a short while, Jimmy arrived 
dragging Bonzo with him. 


"Jonesy, what's going on?" 

"| don't know." Jonesy sighed, closing his eyes. 

"Let's get started, then" Robert handed their rings to Bonzo, then took both of Jimmy's hands in his. 
"What?" Bonzo was confused. 

"We're getting married, you idiot! Didn't you hear what | said?" Jimmy reminded him. 

"Oh, yeah. That. So | have to marry you? Okay." 


Bonzo cleared his throat before beginning, "Today, err, tonight, we are gathered here to witness the matrimony 


of Jimmy Page and Robert Plant" He turned to Jonesy, "What else do they say? | forgot.” 


Jonesy looked as if he'd kill himself any moment, but contributed to the occasion anyway, "Robert Anthony 


Plant, do you take Jimmy as your husband?" 

"Soulmate." Robert interrupted, not locking away from Jimmy's gaze 
"Okay. Do you take Jimmy as your soulmate?" 

"| do. 

"James Patrick Page, do you take Robert as your soulmate?" 

"| do. 


The couple seemed to be lost in each other's eyes, completely unaware of their surroundings. The other two 


had no clue what to do. Suddenly, Jonesy remembered the rings in Bonzo's hands. 
"What the fuck are you looking at? Give ‘em the rings!" He scowled. Bonzo did as he was told. Robert put the 
emerald ring on Jimmy's ring finger, and Jimmy followed his action. Robert's ring finger now boasted a blue 


rhinestone ring, the colour of his own eyes. 


"Now you may seal your marriage with a ki-" Jonesy couldn't finish his sentence, because they were already 


kissing. 

Jimmy had thrown his arms around Roberts neck, and the blonde wrapped his arms around the brunette's 
thin waist. Their lips brushed lightly at first, barely touching. Then, they started feeding each other soft, 
butterfly kisses. Their kissed deepened as they began exploring each other's tongues, silently communicating, 
conveying all the love they had stored in their hearts. Time flew by, but the kiss didn't end. 

"They're not breaking the kiss, Jonesy. This doesn't seem good." Bonzo whispered to his bandmate. 

"Hey, can you take this to your room, please?" Jonesy tried to divert their attention with no success. 


"| love you.” Robert whispered when they finally broke the kiss. 


‘| love you." Jimmy cupped Robert's face in his hands, smiling, "| suppose it's time to consummate our 


marriage, my husband." 

"No, Jimmy. Call me soulmate, my soulmate." 
"Soulmate," Jimmy sighed, "What a beautiful word." 
"As beautiful as you are." 


Jimmy chuckled, "But we can't do it here, can we? There's not enough privacy.” 


"Let's go back to our room, then" 
The others, who were dozing off, opened their eyes when they heard footsteps. 


"Hey, if you're going to shag again, then please, oh please, keep it down. For this poor soul's sake." Jonesy 
pleaded with hands clasped in the air. 


"How do you expect us to keep it down? It's our wedding night! We'll be louder than ever!" Jimmy turned 
around, giggling. 


"You can sleep in my room if you want. | can't hear them from mine." Bonzo said to Jonesy. 
"Oh, thanks." Jonesy followed his kind bandmate to the end of the hallway. 

eR 

"We're married, love." Jimmy coved, joining their left hands together, looking at their rings. 
"Yeah, can you believe it?" Robert pulled his soulmate close in an embrace. 

"Il never take it off." Jimmy sighed. 

"Me neither." 

"| love you." 

"| love you, too." Robert pulled Jimmy in a tender kiss. 

"Okay. Let's tighten our knot, babe." Jimmy lied down on the bed. 

"Can | be on top?" 

"Of course, Perce. | love it when you're on top. Be soft and tender, okay?" 

‘| always am." Robert blushed. 

"But be even softer. It's our wedding night. Let's make it memorable." 


"Whatever you say, my soulmate." Robert delved his lips into Jimmy's. The couple slowly stripped down all of 
their clothing for another round of lovemaking, thus consummating their marriage. 


Meanwhile in Bonzo's room, Jonesy looked up at the empty ceiling. He just couldn't close his eyes. He decided to 


call Bonzo, who was sleeping on the couch. 

"Bonzo?" 

"Yeah?" The drummer replied drowsily. 

“This is the single most shittiest thing I've ever seen" 


"You're bloody right. Now go to sleep, Jonesy. You need it. Stop thinking about those buggers, leave them to 


their own bollocks." 


After a short while, Bonzo started snoring. Surprisingly enough, that snoring lulled Jonesy to sleep. Now he 
could walk around the green fields in his dreams, without the newlyweds pounding him to a deep hole again 


